BIRD'S-EYE  VIEW

to see what manner of men are having their hair oiled and their
hands manicured in the marble basements of Piccadilly, what
sort of people are expensively cultivating their dyspepsia in the
foreign restaurants between Soho and the Green Park, what kind
of citizens live around Tottenham Court Road, Oxford Street,
Shaftesbury Avenue and Leicester Square, what breed of human
beings conduct your picture theatres, your nude revues, your
bottle parties, your slot-machine orgies, your brothels, your
poached-egg-on-chips palaces.

Now take a look at England from the air. Contemplate the
leprous and scabrous landscape where once all was greensward
and pleasaunce, if you can believe your poets, your painters and
your prints.

London sprawled endlessly behind me, featureless, meaningless,
random and unplanned. Even from the air you could not see the
end of it. Beyond that turgid mass lay blobs, the 'estates' and
'parks' of the merchant adventurer of 1.938, the jerrybuilder, as
if the great splash that was London had cast a few drops farther
afield. Everywhere were the scars of the builder, newly made or
not yet healed. As we drew clear of the last outcrops I saw great
footprints all over the countryside: a giant had been Balking about
England white England was wet. These were the bunkers of the
golf courses.

Here and there were the rare signs of health, the good green
and brown of growing crops and ploughed fields, but everywhere
they were threatened by the nondescript grey of uncultivated land,
of waste acres, of no-trespass areas, of unkempt woodland.

Trains seemed to be running along the roads; but as I peered
closer I saw that they were motor-cars in endless procession,
moving slowly towards the delights of Margate and Ramsgate,
and as the great wing of the aeroplane slowly cleared the coast
and a strip of blue appeared behind it, I saw thousands upon
thousands of ants, all jumbled up together, crawling about those
sands, London was making merry, London was having its day at
the seaside.

I turned and looked out to starboard and saw with a feeling of
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